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VITAE SUMMA BREVIS SPEM NOS VETAT INCOHARE LONGAM 

(The brief sum of life forbids us the hope of enduring long - Horace) 

THEY are not long, the weeping and the laughter, 

Love and desire and hate: 

I think they have no portion in us after 

We pass the gate. 

They are not long, the days of wine and roses: 
Out of a misty dream 
Our path emerges for a while, then closes 
Within a dream. 

Ernest Dowson 
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BE DRUNKEN 

Be always drunken. Nothing else matters: that is the 
only question. If you would not feel the horrible burden 
of Time weighing on your shoulders and crushing you to 
the earth, be drunken continually. 

Drunken with what? With wine, with poetry, or with 
virtue, as you will. But be drunken. 

And if sometimes, on the stairs of a palace, or on the 
green side of a ditch, or in the dreary solitude of your 
own room, you should awaken and the drunkenness be 
half or wholly slipped away from you, ask of the wind, 
or of the wave, or of the star, or of the bird, or of the 
clock, of whatever flies, or sighs, or rocks, or sings, or 
speaks, ask what hour it is; and the wind, wave, star, 
bird, clock, will answer you: "It is the hour to be 
drunken! Be drunken, if you would not be martyred 
slaves of Time; be drunken continually! With wine, 
with poetry, or with virtue, as you will." 

Charles Baudelaire 
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EPILOGUE 

With heart at rest I climbed the citadel's 
Steep height, and saw the city as from a tower. 
Hospital, brothel, prison, and such hells. 

Where evil comes up softly like a flower. 
Thou knowest, O Satan, patron of my pain, 
Not for vain tears I went up at that hour; 

But, like an old sad faithful lecher, fain 
To drink delight of that enormous trull 
Whose hellish beauty makes me young again. 

Whether thou sleep, with heavy vapours full. 
Sodden with day, or, new apparelled, stand 
In gold-laced veils of evening beautiful, 

I love thee, infamous city! Harlots and 
Hunted have pleasures of their own to give. 
The vulgar herd can never understand. 

Charles Baudelaire 
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NON SUM QUALIS ERAM BONAE SUB REGNO CYNARAE 

(7 am not as I was under the reign of the good Cynara - Horace) 

LAST night, ah, yesternight, betwixt her lips and mine 
There fell thy shadow, Cynara! thy breath was shed 
Upon my soul between the kisses and the wine; 
And I was desolate and sick of an old passion, 

Yea, I was desolate and bowed my head: 
I have been faithful to thee, Cynara! in my fashion. 

All night upon mine heart I felt her warm heart beat, 
Night-long within mine arms in love and sleep she lay; 
Surely the kisses of her bought red mouth were sweet; 
But I was desolate and sick of an old passion, 

When I awoke and found the dawn was gray: 
I have been faithful to you, Cynara! in my fashion. 

I have forgot much, Cynara! gone with the wind, 
Flung roses, roses riotously with the throng, 
Dancing, to put thy pale, lost lilies out of mind; 
But I was desolate and sick of an old passion, 

Yea, all the time, because the dance was long; 
I have been faithful to thee, Cynara! in my fashion. 

I cried for madder music and for stronger wine, 
But when the feast is finished and the lamps expire, 
Then falls thy shadow, Cynara! the night is thine; 
And I am desolate and sick of an old passion, 
Yea, hungry for the lips of my desire: 
I have been faithful to thee, Cynara! in my fashion. 

Ernest Dowson 
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FORD O' KABUL RIVER 

Kabul town's by Kabul river — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 
There I lef my mate for ever, 
Wet an' drippin' by the ford. 

Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river, 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark! 
There's the river up and brimmin', an' there's 'arf a squadron swimmin' 
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 

Kabul town's a blasted place — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 
'Strewth I sha'n't forget 'is face 
Wet an' drippin' by the ford! 

Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river, 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark! 
Keep the crossing-stakes beside you, an' they will surely guide you 
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 

Kabul town is sun and dust — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 
I'd ha' sooner drownded fust 
'Stead of 'im beside the ford. 

Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river, 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark! 
You can 'ear the 'orses threshin', you can 'ear the men a-splashin', 
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 

Kabul town was ours to take — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 
I'd ha' left it for 'is sake— 
'Im that left me by the ford. 

Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river, 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark! 
It's none so bloomin' dry there; ain't you never comin' nigh there, 
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark? 

Kabul town'll go to hell — 

Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 
'Fore I see him 'live an' well — 
'Im the best beside the ford. 

Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river, 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark! 
Gawd 'elp 'em if they blunder, for their boots'll pull 'em under, 
By the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 
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Turn your 'orse from Kabul town — 
Blow the bugle, draw the sword — 
'Im an' 'arf my troop is down, 
Down an' drownded by the ford. 
Ford, ford, ford o' Kabul river, 

Ford o' Kabul river in the dark! 
There's the river low an' fallin', but it ain't no use o' callin' 
'Cross the ford o' Kabul river in the dark. 

Rudyard Kipling 
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THE HARLOT'S HOUSE 

We caught the tread of dancing feet, 
We loitered down the moonlit street, 
And stopped beneath the harlot's house. 

Inside, above the din and fray, 
We heard the loud musicians play 
The "Treues Liebes Herz" of Strauss. 

Like strange mechanical grotesques, 

Making fantastic arabesques, 

The shadows raced across the blind. 

We watched the ghostly dancers spin 

To sound of horn and violin, 

Like black leaves wheeling in the wind. 

Like wire-pulled automatons, 

Slim silhouetted skeletons 

Went sidling through the slow quadrille. 

The took each other by the hand, 
And danced a stately saraband; 
Their laughter echoed thin and shrill. 

Sometimes a clockwork puppet pressed 
A phantom lover to her breast, 
Sometimes they seemed to try to sing. 

Sometimes a horrible marionette 
Came out, and smoked its cigarette 
Upon the steps like a live thing. 

Then, turning to my love, I said, 
"The dead are dancing with the dead, 
The dust is whirling with the dust." 

But she— she heard the violin, 
And left my side, and entered in: 
Love passed into the house of lust. 

Then suddenly the tune went false, 

The dancers wearied of the waltz, 

The shadows ceased to wheel and whirl. 
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And down the long and silent street, 
The dawn, with silver-sandalled feet, 
Crept like a frightened girl. 

Oscar Wilde 
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SESTINA OF THE TRAMP ROYAL 

SPEAKIN' in general, I'ave tried 'em all 
The 'appy roads that take you o'er the world. 
Speakin' in general, I'ave found them good 
For such as cannot use one bed too long, 
But must get 'ence, the same as I'ave done, 
An' go observin' matters till they die. 

What do it matter where or 'ow we die, 

So long as we've our 'ealth to watch it all — 

The different ways that different things are done, 

An' men an' women lovin' in this world; 

Takin' our chances as they come along, 

An' when they ain't, pretendin' they are good? 

In cash or credit — no, it aren't no good; 
You've to 'ave the 'abit or you'd die, 
Unless you lived your life but one day long, 
Nor didn't prophesy nor fret at all, 
But drew your tucker some'ow from the world, 
An' never bothered what you might ha' done. 

But, Gawd, what things are they I'aven't done? 
I've turned my 'and to most, an' turned it good, 
In various situations round the world 
For 'im that doth not work must surely die; 
But that's no reason man should labour all 
'Is life on one same shift — life's none so long. 

Therefore, from job to job I've moved along. 

Pay couldn't 'old me when my time was done, 

For something in my 'ead upset it all, 

Till I'ad dropped whatever 'twas for good, 

An', out at sea, be'eld the dock-lights die, 

An' met my mate - the wind that tramps the world! 

It's like a book, I think, this bloomin, world, 
Which you can read and care for just so long, 
But presently you feel that you will die 
Unless you get the page you're readi'n' done, 
An' turn another — likely not so good; 
But what you're after is to turn'em all. 
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Gawd bless this world! Whatever she'oth done — 
Excep' When awful long — I've found it good. 
So write, before I die, '"E liked it all ! " 

Rudyard Kipling 
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DEDICATION 

If I were hanged on the highest hill, 
Mother o' viine, mother o' mine! 
I know whose love would follow me still, 
Mother o' mine, mother o' mine! 

If I were drowned in the deepest sea, 
Afother o' mine, mother o' mine! 
I know whose tears would come down to me, 
Mother o' mine, mother o' mine! 

If I were damned of body and soul, 

I know whose prayers would make me whole, 

Mother o' mine, mother o' mine! 

Rudyard Kipling 
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A SUPERSCRIPTION 

Look in my face; my name is Might-have-been; 
I am also called No-more, Too-late, Farewell; 
Unto thine ear I hold the dead- sea shell 
Cast up thy Life's foam-fretted feet between; 
Unto thine eyes the glass where that is seen 
Which had Life's form and Love's, but by my spell 
Is now a shaken shadow intolerable, 
Of ultimate things unuttered the frail screen. 

Mark me, how still I am! But should there dart 
One moment through thy soul the soft surprise 
Of that winged Peace which lulls the breath of sighs, 
Then shalt thou see me smile, and turn apart 
Thy visage to mine ambush at thy heart 
Sleepless with cold commemorative eyes. 

Dante Gabriel Rosetti 
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A LEAVE-TAKING 

Let us go hence, my songs; she will not hear. 
Let us go hence together without fear; 
Keep silence now, for singing-time is over, 
And over all old things and all things dear. 
She loves not you nor me as all we love her. 
Yea, though we sang as angels in her ear, 
She would not hear. 

Let us rise up and part; she will not know. 
Let us go seaward as the great winds go, 
Full of blown sand and foam; what help is here? 
There is no help, for all these things are so, 
And all the world is bitter as a tear. 
And how these things are, though ye strove to show, 
She would not know. 

Let us go home and hence; she will not weep. 
We gave love many dreams and days to keep, 
Flowers without scent, and fruits that would not grow, 
Saying 'If thou wilt, thrust in thy sickle and reap.' 
All is reaped now; no grass is left to mow; 
And we that sowed, though all we fell on sleep, 
She would not weep. 

Let us go hence and rest; she will not love. 
She shall not hear us if we sing hereof, 
Nor see love's ways, how sore they are and steep. 
Come hence, let be, lie still; it is enough. 
Love is a barren sea, bitter and deep; 
And though she saw all heaven in flower above, 
She would not love. 

Let us give up, go down; she will not care. 
Though all the stars made gold of all the air, 
And the sea moving saw before it move 
One moon-flower making all the foam-flowers fair; 
Though all those waves went over us, and drove 
Deep down the stifling lips and drowning hair, 
She would not care. 
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Let us go hence, go hence; she will not see. 
Sing all once more together; surely she, 
She too, remembering days and words that were, 
Will turn a little toward us, sighing; but we, 
We are hence, we are gone, as though we had not been there. 
Nay, and though all men seeing had pity on me, 
She would not see. 

Algernon Charles Swinburne 
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